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Son of the NIxx, thou writeſt well on nought— 


INSTRUCTIONS, &c. 


Ton. ſoon as e' er thou ſtrik'ſt thy golden 
lyre, 

Thy brother Peter's muſe is all on fire, 
To fing of Kings and Queens, and ſuch rare 

folk ; 

Yet midſt thy heap of compliments ſo fine, 

Say, may we venture to believe a line ? 

| You Oxford wits moſt dearly love a joke. 


I think 


ES 
I think muſt put a dey into a laugh: 
EpwarD, and Hazzy, were much braver men 
Than this new chriſten'd hero of thy pen; 
Yes, laurell'd opz-wan, braver fat, by half. 


Tho” on Blackheath, and Wimbledon's wide plain, 
Grone keeps his hat off in a ſhow'r of rain; 

Sees fwords and bayonets without a dread, 
Nor at a volley winks, nor ducks his head. 


Although at grand reviews he ſeems ſo bleſt, 

And leaves at fix o'clock his downy neſt, 

Dead to the charms of blanket, wife, or bolſters ; 
Unlike his officers, who fond of cramming, 
And at reviews, afraid of thirſt and famine, 


Sure, Tom, we ſhould do juſtice to Queen Bekſs, 
His preſent Majeſty, whom heav'n long bleſs 
"7 _ 


+ — 8989 


: 
. * 
* 
» 
4 
» 
p 
8 
n 
: 
1 
2 


EY 


With wiſdom, wit, and arts of choiceſt quality 
Will never get, I fear, fo fine a niche 

As that old queen, tho” often call'd old b-ch, 
In Fame's coloffal houſe of immortality. 


As for John Dryden's Charles—that King 
Indeed was never any mighty thing— 
He merited few honours from the pen— 
And yet he was a dev'liſh hearty fellow, 
Enjoy'd his girl and battle—and got mellow— 


For like ſome kings, in hobby grooms, 
Knights of the manger, curry-combs, and brooms, 
Loſt to all glory, Charles did not delight— 
Nor jok d by day with pages, ſervant-maids, 
| Large, red polFd, blowzy, bard two-handed 
Jedes: 
Indeed I know not what Charles did by zight. 


Reader, 


* 


TSA 
Reader, I am of candour 2 great lover, 
In ſhort, Pm candour's ſelf all over; 
Sweet as a candied cake from top to toe, 
Make it a rule that Virtue ſhall be prais'd, 
And humble Merit from her bum be rais'd : 
What thinkeſt thou of Peter now: 


Thou erieſt, Oh! how falſe! behold thy King, 
Of whom thou ſcarcely fay'ſt a handſome thing; 
Is it ſo?—then the fin's in me— 2 
Tis my vile optics that can't fee— TY 1 


121 


— 


pray 7. 


0753 
* . 


But p'rhaps aloft on his imperial throne, 
bo» Want, © ye goes? from ev'ry one, 1 
4 — Wet, The 


— 


V+ 


The royal virtues are, like many a ſtar, * 
12 
Whoſe light, tho' flying ever ſince creation, 
Hath not yet pitch'd upon our nation. 


Then may the royal ray be foon explor'd— 
And, Thomas, if thou'lt ſwear thou art not 
humming, 
Ill take my fpying-glafs, and bring thee word 
The inſtant I behold it coming. | 


But, Thomas Warton, without joking, | 
Art thou, or art thou not, thy Sov*reign ſmoking ? 


How can'ſt thou ſeriouſly declare 
That George the Third 

With Creſſy's Edward can compare, 
Or Harry ?—'tis too bad, upon my word. 
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George is a clever King, I needs muſt own, 
And cuts a jolly figure on the throne. 


Now thou exclaim'ſt © G. d rot it, Peter, pray, 
What to the devil ſhall I ſing or ſay? 


PII tell thee 2what to ſay, O tuneful Tom 
Sing how a monarch, when his ſon was dying, 
His gracious eyes and ears was edifying, 

By Abbey company, and kettle drum : 

Leaving that ſon to death and the phyſician, 

Two poachers, who make man their game, 


And ſpecial markſmen! ſeldom miſs their aim. 


Say tho* the Monarch did not fee his ſon, 

He kept aloof through fatherly afſection— 
Determin'd nothing ſhould be done 

To bring on uſeleſs tears and diſmal recollec- 


tion. 
For 


1 


For what can tears avail, and piteous ſighs ? 
Death heeds not howls, nor dripping eyes : ; 
And what are ſighs and tears but wind and water, = 

That ſhow the leakyneſs of feeble nature = 


Reader, thou'lt with my fimile not quarrel : 
Like air and any fort of drink, 
That proves the weakneſs of the barrel. 


Say—for the Prince, when wet was ev'ry eye, 

And thouſands pour'd to heav'n the pitying figh 
Devout ; 

Say how a KinG, unable to diſſemble, 

Order'd the Stopoxs to his houſe, and KEMBLX, 
To ſpout : 

Gave them ice creams and wines, fo dear 

Who ne'er could get till hen, a thimbleful of 


beer 


B 2 For 
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For which they've thank'd the author of this 
metre, 
Videlicer, the moral mender Peres, 
Who in his Op on Ops did dare exclaim, | 
And call ſuch royal avarice, a ſhame. 


Say—but Pll teach thee how to ſay an ode, 
Thus ſhall thy labours viſit Fauz's abode 
In company with my immortal lay— 
And look, Tom—thus I fire away— 


BIR TH- 


BIRTHDAY ODE. 


"ET ms day, this very day gave birth 
Not to the brighte/# monarch upon earth, 
Becauſe there are ſome brighter, and as big— 
Who love the arts that man exalt to heav'n— 
George loves them likewiſe when they're giv'n 
To four-legg'd gentry, chriſten'd dog and pig, * 
Whoſe acts in this our unenlighten'd nation 
Have much improv'd the Britiſh education. 


derable part of the royal amuſement. 


Full 


HS. 


Full of the art of brewing beer, 
The monarch heard of Mr. WMTIRIEAD's fame. 
Quoth he one day unto the Queen, My dear, 
«< Whitbread hath got a marvellous great name; 
<« Shame, ſhame, we have not yet this brewhouſe 
ſeen ;”* 
Thus faid the KI unto the Quezx. 


Red hot with novelty's delightful rage, 

To Mr. WaiTz3rEAD forth he ſent a page, 

To fay that MajzsTy propos'd to view, 

With thirſt of knowledge deep inflam'd, 

His vats, and tubs, and hops, and hogſheads 
fam'd, 

And learn the noble ſecret how to brew. 


Of ſuch unthought of honour, proud, 
Moſt lowly Mr. WarrBREaD bow'd ; 


— 5 J 
So humbly, fo the humble ſtory goes, 
He touch'd ev'n terra firma with his noſe ; 
Then faid unto the page, hight Billy Ramus, 
Happy are we that our great KING ſhould name us 
As worthy unto Majeſty to ſhew, 
How very dext'rouſiy we brew. 


Away ſprung Billy Ramus quick as thought : 
To Majeſty the welcome tidings brought ; 
Then told how WuarTtBrEAD ſtar'd like any 
lake, | 
And trembled—then the civil things he fail— 
On which the King did ſmile and nod his head ; 
For Monarchs love to ſee their ſubjects quake: 


Such horrors unto Kings moſt pleaſant are, 

Proclaiming rev'rence and humility— 

High thoughts too all thoſe ſhaking fits declare 
Of kingly grandeur and great capability! 


People 
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People of worſhip, wealth, and birth, 
Look on the humbler ſons of earth, 

Indeed in a moſt humble light, God knows ! 
High ſtations are like Dover's tow'ring cliffs, 
Where ſhips below appear like little ſkiffs, 

The people walking on the ſtrand, like crows, 


Muse, fing the ſtir that Mr. Whitbread made; 
Poor gentieman, moſt terribly afraid, 

He ſhould not charm enough his gueſts divine : 
His maids had all new aprons, gowns, and ſmocks; 
And lo! two hundred pounds were ſpent in frocks 

To make th* apprentices and draymen fine - 


Buſy as horſes in a field of clover, 

Dogs, cats, and chairs, and ſtools were tumbled 
Over 

Amidſt the Whitbread-rout of preparation 

To treat the lofty RULtR of the nation. 


Now 
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With Lady HazcovurT join'd the raree-ſbow, 


. 
Now mov'd Kinc, Queen, and Painczssss fo 


grand, 


To viſit the firſt brewer in the land 
Who ſometimes drank his beer and munch'd his 


meat 
In a ſnug corner chriſten'd Chiſwell-Street. 


Lord AvLEsBURY, and Dexzicn's Lord alſo, \ 1 
His Grace the Duke of MoxrACGUE likewiſe, 


And fix'd all Smithfield's marv'ling eyes— 

For lo! a greater ſhow ne'er grac'd thoſe quar- - 

ters, 

Since Maxx roaſted, juſt like crabs, the mar- 
tyrs. 


Arriv'd, the King broad grinn'd and gave a nod 
To Mr. Whatbread, who had God 


1 1 
Come with his angels, to behold his beer; 
With more reſpect he never could have met 
Indeed the man was in a ſweat, 

So much the Ba EZWER did the KING revere. 


Her MajzesTY contriv'd to make a dip— 
Light as a feather then the Kinc did ſkip, 
And aſk'd a thouſand queſtions, with a laugh, 
Before poor WriTBREAD well could anſwer half, 


Reader! my Ode ſhould have a fimile— 
Well! in Jamaica, on a tam'rind tree, 

Five hundred parrots, gabbling juſt like Jews, 
I faw—ſuch noiſe the feather'd imps did make 
As made my pericranium ake— 

Aſking and telling parrot news ; 


Whilſt draymen, and the brewer's boys, 


Did | 


J 9 ] 
Did eat the queſtions which the King did aſk: 
In diff' rent parties, were they ſtaring ſeen, 
Wond' ring to think they ſaw a King and Queen; 
Behind a tub were ſome, and ſome behind a cafk. 


Some draymen forc'd themſelves (a pretty lun- 
cheon) 

Into the mouths of many a gaping puncheoh, 
And thro” the bung-hole wink' d with curious eye, 
To view, and be affur'd what fort of things 

Were Princeſſes, and Queens, and Kings; 
For whoſe moſt lofty ſtation thouſands ' figh ! 
And lo! of all the gaping puncheon clan, 
Few were the mouths that had not got a man! 


Now Majeſty into a pump fo deep 
Did with an opera glaſs of DoLLanD peep, 
That brgught up water— | 

C 2 Thus 
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And Io! no fingle thing came in his way 
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Thus have I ſeen a magpie in the ſtreet, 
A chatt'ring bird we often meet, 


A bird for curiofity well known, 


With. head awry, 
And cunning eye, 


Peep knowingly into a marrow-bone. 


To count the nails on ev'ry hoop: 


That full of deep reſearch, he did not fay. 
«© What's this? he, bz? what's that? what's 


- .. this? what's that?” 
So quick che words too, when he deign'd to 
ſpeak, 


As if each fyllable would break its neck. 


Thus, to the world of great whilſt others crawl, 
Our SovERE1GN peeps into the world of fmal! - 
Thus 


16 
Things that too oft provoke the public ſcorn, 
Yet ſwell of uſeful knowledges the ſtore, 
By finding ſyſtems in a pepper-corn. 


Now Mr. Whitbread, ſerious, did declare, 
To make the Majeſty of England ſtare, 
That he had butts enough, he knew, 
Plac'd fide by fide, would reach along to Kew: 


On which the Kixe with wonder ſwiftly cry'd, 
* What? if they reach to Kew then, fide by fide, 
What would they do plac'd end to end!“ 

To whom, with knitted calculating brow, 

The Man of Beer moſt ſolemnly did vow, 
Almoſt to Windfor that they would extend; 

On which the Exc, with wond"ring mien, 

Repeated it unto the wond' ring Queen : 
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On which, quick turning round his halter d head: 
The brewer's horſe with face aſtoniſh'd neigh'd ; 
The brewer's dog too pour'd a note of thunder, .: 


Now did the Kixc for other beers enquire, 
For Calvert's, Jordan's Thrale's entire— 
And after talking of theſe diffrent beers, 
Aſk'd Whitbread if his porter equall'd theirs ? 4 


Sits a - | I; Iiſa , 4; 5 
Grating like arſenic on his hoſt's digeſtion; 
A kind of queſtion to the Man of Caſk 

That not ev'n SoLomon himfelf would afk. 


Now Magst alive to knowledge, took 
A very pretty memorandum book, 
With gilded leaves of aſſes ſkin ſo white, 1 
And in it /egibly began to write 


Mems- 


LOI 


Memorandum. 


A charming place beneath the grates 
For roaſting cheſnuts or potates. 


Mem. 


*Tis hops that give a bitterneſs to beer— 
Hops grow in Kent, ſays Whitbread, and elſe- 
where. 
Luere. 


Is there no cheaper ſtuff? where doth it dwell— 
Would not horſe aloes bitter it as well? 


Mem. 


To try it ſoon on our ſmall beer— 
"Twill fave us ſev'ral pounds a year. 


Mem.—To remember to forget to aſk 


Old Whitbread to my houſe one day— 
Mem. 


ĩ—ꝛ 24 ] 
Mem. 


Nat to forget to take of beer the caſk. 
The brewer offer'd me, away. 


Now having pencill'd his remarks ſo fbrewd— 
Sharp as the point indeed of a new pin, 

His Majzry his watch moſt ſagely view'd, 
And then put up his aſſes ſkin. 

To Whitbread now deign'd MajesTr to fay, 

* Whitbread, are all your horſes fond of hay? 


Tes, pleaſe your Mafzsrr,“ in humble notes, 
The brewer anſwer d alſo, Sir, of oats. 
Another thing my horſes too maintains— 
And that, an't pleaſe your MaJjzsTr, are 


92 


grain: 


Grains? 


L 


« Grains? grains?” faid MajzsTy, © to fill their 
« crops? | | 

Grains? grains?—that come from hops—yes, 
hops, hops, hops.“ 


Here was the Kinc like hounds ſometimes, at 


Jault— 
„Sikk,“ cry'd the humble brewer,” give me 
leave 
« Your ſacred MajesTrY to undeceive, 
Grains, Sinz, are never made from hops, but 
malt.“ 


* True,” faid the cautious Monazcn, with a 
ſmile : 


« From malt, malt, malt—I meant malt all the 


« while.” 


<« Yes,” with the ſweeteſt bow, rejoin d the brewer, 


Aut pleaſe your MajzsTr, you did Pm fure.” 
+ | D a Sits 


81 
Tes, anfwer'd MajzsTr, with quick reply, 
« did, I did, I did, I. I, I. I.“ 


* Reader, hene er thou doſt eſpy a noſe 
0 That noſe thou may ſt pronounce, nay ſafely ſwear, 
Was nurs'd on ſomething better than ſmall beer. 


Thus when thou findeſt Kincs in brewing, wiſe— 
In Nat'ral Hiſt'ry holding lofty ſtation; 

Thou may'ſt conclude with marv'ling eyes, 
Such Kincs have had a goodly education— 


g 
[ 
J Now did the Kine admire the bell fo fine, 
That daily aſks the draymen all to dine : 
On which the bell rung out (how very pro- 
per!) | 
To ſhow it was a bell, and had a clapper. 
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And now before their So -ZAZION'I curious 
eye, 
Parents and children, fine, fat, hopeful ſprigs, 
All ſnuffling, ſquinting, gruating in their ſty, 
Appear'd the brewer's tribe of handſome 
On which th' obſervant Man who fills a Throne, 
Declar'd the pigs were vaſtly like his own. 


Now did his MaJjzsTv ſo gracious fay 
To Mr. Whitbread, in his flying way, 
« Whitbread, d'ye nick th Exciſeman now and 

« then ? 

* Hz, Whitbread, when d'ye think to leave off 
e trade ? : 

« Hz? what? Miſs Whitbread's ſtill a maid, a 

 # maid? 

„ What, what's the matter with the men ? 


D 2 Dye 


C2 
«Tyye hunt —hæ hunt? No, no, you are too 
« fi 
— one day— 


<« Yes, yes, I've hcard fo—yes, yes, fo Pm told: 
Don't don't the fine for Sheriff pay 
Tu prick you ev'ry year man, I declare: 
„ves Whitbread—yes, yes—you ſhall be Lord 
* May'r. 


+ Whitbread, d'ye &eep a coach or job one pray? 
Job, job, that's cheapeſt—yes, that's beſt, 

b odds: 
„ 
-<« Hz, Whitbread ?—You have feather'd well 
« your neſt. = 
« What is the price now, hæ, of all your ſtock ? 
* But, Whitbread, what's o'clock, pray what's 
« clock?” 


= 
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Now Whitbread inward faid, © May I be curſt 
« If I know what to anſwer ff. 

Then ſearch'd his brains with ruminating eye— 
But ere the Man of Malt an anfwer found, 
Quick on his heel, lo, MajesTyY turn'd round, 
Skipp'd off, and baulk'd the pleaſure of reply. 


Kings in inquiſitiveneſs ſhould be ſtrong— 
From curiofity doth wiſdom flow : 

For *tis a maxim I've adopted long, 
The more a man enquires, the more he'll now. 


Reader, didſt ever ſee a water-ſpout ? 

*Tis poſſible that thou wilt anfwer © No.” 
Well then! he makes a moſt infernal rout : 
Sucks like an elephant the waves below 
With huge proboſcis reaching from the ſky, 

As if he meant to drink the ocean dry: 
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At length /o full he can't hold one drop more 
He burſts down ruſh the waters with a roar. 


Thus have I ſeen a MonarcH at reviews 


Suck from the tribe of officers the news, 
Then bear in triumph off each wond*rous matter, 
And ſouſe it on the Queen with ſuch a clatter / 


I always would adviſe folks to aſk queltions— 
For truly, queſtions are the keys of know- 
ledge : 


Soldier. chat forage for the Mixp's digeſtions— 


Cut figures at th* OLD BaiLey, and at Cor- 
LEGE : 
Make Chancellors, Chief Juſtices, and Judges, 
Ev'n of the /owe/t greenebag drudges. 


The Sages fay Dans Taurn delights to dwell, 
Strange manſion! in the bottom of a Well— 


Queſtions 


3 


1 
Queſtions are then the windlaſs and the rope 


That pull the grave oLD GENTLEWOMAN up. 
Damn jokes then, and unmannerly ſuggeſtions, 
Reflecting upon Kings for aſking Queſtions. 


Now having well employ'd his royal lungs 

On nails, hoops, ſtaves, pumps, barrels and their 
bungs, | 

The Kine and Ce. fat down to a collation, 

Of fleſh, and fiſh, and fowl of ev'ry nation. 


Dire was the clang of plates, of knife and fork, 
That merc'leſs fell like tomyhawks to work, 
And fearlefs ſcalp'd the fowl, the fiſh, and cattle, 
Whilſt Whitbread, in the rear beheld the battle. 


'The conqu*ring Monaxcn ſtopping to take breath 
Amidſt the regiments of death, 


This alludes to the late Dr. Jonx sox's laugh on a Great 


Perſonage, for a laudable curioſity in the Queen's Library, 
Now, 
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Now turn'd to Whatbread with complacence 
round, 


And merry thus addrefs'd the Man of Beer— 


« Whitbread, is't true? is't true? I hear, I hear, 
«* You're of an ancient family—renown'd— 

* What? what? I'm told that you're a limb 

Of Pym, the famous fellow Pr : 

What, Whitbread, is it true what people ſay ? 

© Son ef a Round-head are you? hz? he? he? 


'm told that you ſend Bibles to your votes— 
A fnuffling round-headed fociety— 
< Pray'r books inſtead of caſh to buy them coats 
* Bunyans, and Practices of Piety : 
« Your Bedford votes would wiſh to change their 
Rather ſee caſh—yes, yes— than books of 
* pray'r. 


«© Thirtietl 


Whitbread contemplated the Knights of Pre, 


2 
« Thirtieth of January don't you fred? 
« Yes, yes, you cat calf's head, you eat calf's 
% head.” 


Now having wonders done on fleſh, fowl, fiſh; 
Whole hoſts o'crturn/d—and ſeia d on all ſup- 
plies, 


The royal viſitors expreſs'd a wiſh 
To turn to Houſe of Buckingham their eyes: 


But firſt the Monanzcn ſo polite; 
Aſk'd Mr. Whitbread if he'd be a Knight= 
Unwilling in the liſt to be emoll'd, 


Then to his generous 80 ,L, made a leg, 
And ſaid He was afraid he was too old. 
% He thank'd however his moſt gracious Kine, 
ce For offering to make him /uch a THING.” 


E But 
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But ah! a diff'rent reaſon twas I fear! 
It was not age that bade the Man of beer 
The proffer'd honour of the Monazcn 
ſhun : 
The tale of Man' nzr's knife, and royal fright, 
Had almoſt made him damn the name of Knight : 
A tale that farrow'd ſuch a world of fun. 


He mock'd the pray'r * too, by the K ap- 
pointed, 
Ev'n by himſelf, the Loxd's AnoInTED— 
A foe to faft too, is he let me tell ye, 
And, tho” a Preſbyterian, cannot think 
Heav'n (quarrelling with meat and drink) 
Joys in the grumble of a hungry belly! 


For the miraculous eſcape from a poor innocent inſane 
woman, who only held out a ſmall knife in a piece of white 
paper, for her Sovereign to view. 


Now 
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Now from the table with Cæfarean ar 
r laurell ye 
brow, | 
een 
Expreſs d much thanks, much joy, and made a 
bow. 


Miſs Whitbread now ſo thick her curtſies drops, 
Thick as her honour'd father's Kentiſh hops, | 


Which hoplike curthes were retura'd by dips 
That never hurt the royal knees and hips ; 
For hips and knees of Quzzxs are facred 


things 


When ode of triumph found his praiſe. 


Now thro” a thund' ring Mil of loud its, zas, 
Proceeding ſome from bird and unhir'd jaws, ' 
| E 2 The 
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_ The rarce-ſhow thought proper to retire ; 
Whilſt Mr. Whitbread and his daughter fair 
Survey d all Chifwell-Street with lofty air, 
For lo! they fek themſelves ſome fix feet higher! 


Such, Thomas, is the way to write! 
Thus ſhoyld'ſt thou Birth-day Song indite : * 
Then ſtick to earth, and leave the lofty , 
No more of # tum tum, and 11 tum ti 


Thus ſhould an hong Lavzzar write of Kings— 
Not praiſe them for imaginery things | 
1 own 1 cannot make my ſtubborn rhime j | 
Call n Kino a charafier fublime ; 
For Conſcience will not ſuffer me to wander 
So very widely from the paths of Candour. 


I know 
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I know full well ſame Kings * are to be ſeen, 
To whom my verſe ſo bold would give the ſpleen, 
Should that bold verſe declare they wanted 
I won't fay that they never brain poſſeſ d 
They may have been with ſuch a preſent bleſi d, 
And therefore fancy that ſome „ll remains: 


For ev'ry well-experienc'd furgeon knows 
Swear that they've felt a pain in all their ces, 
And often at the twinges far. 

Then fared upon their oaken ſtumps in vain! 
Fancying the toes were all come back again. 


If men then, who their abſent toes have mourn'd, 
Can fancy thoſe ſame toes at times return'd ; 


Foreign Kings. 
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So Kings, in matters of intelligences, 
— CCC OL. 


— Odo 
Why lifteſt thou thy pious eyes to Go? 
Strange diſappointment in thy looks I read; 
And now I hear thee in proud triumph ery, 
* Is this an action, PeTzr? this a deed 

« To raiſe a Monazcn to the ſky ? 
Tuba, porter, pumps, vats, all the Whitbread 

. © throng, 
= Rar ings 10 gue inthe Mae's fog” 


e 

On Kings and Brewers, porter, pumps, and bar- 
 — 
Far from the dove ine Prra be fuch rife! 

But this I tell thee, Thomas, for a fact, 

Thy Czsar never did an at 

More wiſe, more glorious, in his life. 


Now 


E 


Now Gon preſerve all wonder 
| Whether at Windſor, Buckingham or Kew- 


And may they never do more fooliſh things 
Than viſiting Sau WrITBREAD and his brew- 
houſe. 
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